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up to him and put her hand on his knee, and looked
solemnly up into his face. Silindu looked down at
her, took her by her hands, and stood her up be-
tween his two knees. He stared vacantly into her
eyes for some time, and then suddenly he began to
speak to her in a low voice:
"Little toad! why have you left the pond? Isn't
there food there for your little belly? Rice and
cocoanuts and mangoes and little cakes of kurak-
kan? Is the belly full, that you have left the pond
for the jungle? Foolish little toad! The water is
good, but the trees are evil. You have come to a
bad place of dangers and devils. Yesterday, little
toad, I lay under a domba-tree by the side of a
track, my gun in my hand, waiting for what might
pass. The devils are very angry in the jungle, for
there has been no rain now for these three months.
The water-holes are dry; the leaves and grass are
brown; the deer are very thin; and the fawns,
dropped this year, are dying of weakness and hunger
and thirst. Therefore, the devils are hungry, and
there is nothing more terrible than a hungry devil.
Well, there I lay, flat on the ground, with my gun
in my hand; and I saw on the opposite side of the
track, lying under a domba-tree, a leopardess wait-
ing for what might pass. I put down my gun? and,
'Sister/ I said, 'is the belly empty?' For her coat